








Instead of her short brown hair, a blond wig with a low chignon, drawn 
down toward the earlobes. No more thick brown eyebrows; instead, a pale 
blond line. I would almost swear that her brown eyes have turned blue. Her 
turned-up nose was prominent; one is no longer aware of it. She had a wide 
mouth with a particularly pronounced lower lip; it has become round and 
delicate. 

Marcello is also wearing his customary uniform—the black suit from 
which it seems he will not be able to free himself until the end of the film. 

The waitress is a nonprofessional, a Russian exile hired without a test. 
She turns out to be incapable of speaking two words without losing her 
head. She is supposed to say, “Shall I set the table here?” and, “Would you 
like an appetizer?” After a dozen tries, Fellini eliminates the first sentence. 
He wants her to drag her feet, and be hardly more civilized than a bear, but 
all he gets is stammers in a Russian accent accompanied by an expression 
of total bewilderment. 

An hour later we are still at the same stage of the game. Fellini asks 
the waitress to wipe her nose as she talks, to hide the fact that her expression 
has no relation to what she says. Again twenty rehearsals. The onlookers 
can no longer conceal their amusement. Fellini’s reactions alternate from 
wild guffaws to black rage and back again. One wonders whether he will 
strangle the poor woman or simply decide to do without her. And the 
longer the scene goes on, the more one wonders why he does not eliminate 
the part. For reasons known only to him, he does not. Finally he has her 
speak with her back to the camera, but by the time he has got her to indi- 
cate the table by pointing her thumb back over her shoulder, we are all sick 
with laughing. A new record has been set: twenty-four takes. 

The walls of the restaurant are bright with sunshine—one forgets it is a 
man-made sun when there is finally a real one outdoors. This is the first time 
we have left the oppressive atmosphere of Studio No. 3, where the search 
for a place to sit was so often fruitless. The case full of lenses, the makeup 
box, the blocks of blue wood with Titanus painted on them in white letters, 
were bitterly contested. Guidarino’s favorite passion was chasing people off 
the property chairs, threatening to throw them off the set, and causing more 
confusion with his avalanche of Tuscan-inflected insults (whose rapidity 
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